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blue eyes, moving round with the doubtful port,
chaffing the girls and bullying their young men. To
see his wife, one of those little thin, dark women
who seem to be made of wire and catgut, smiling,
tireless, who would go flicking in and out of the throng
like a radiant shuttle; and all those flushed, noisy,
and happy people I would meet there, most of whose
names I never knew, whose names and faces, one and
all, I have now forgotten, Foolish, funny little people,
nothing like the beautiful, the clever, the distinguished
persons whose acquaintance I can boast to-day, but
dimly consecrated in my memory by a happiness that
something seems to have withered away, shining there
in a queer kind of Golden Age, strangely compounded
of provincial nobodies and cheap port and chaif and
comic songs. I wonder if that house, like the hos-
pitality that gave it so much light and warmth, has
gone the way of so many things and is now given over
to loneliness, to darkness and dust. Here, at least,
for an hour in my memory, the lights have been
turned up, the fires poked into a blaze, and the doors
opened wide again, the place itself a guest in the open
house of remembrance.

- THE END